A SMILE OF FORTUNE
EVEE since the sun rose I had been looking ahead.
The ship glided gently in smooth water. After a sixty
days* passage I was anxious to make my landfall, a fer-
tile and beautiful island of the tropics. The more
enthusiastic of its inhabitants delight in describing it as
the "Pearl of the Ocean." Well, let us call it the
"PearL" It's a good name. A pearl distilling much
sweetness upon the world.
This is only a wray of telling you that first-rate sugar-
cane is grown there. All the population of the Pearl
lives for it and by it. Sugar is their daily bread, as it
were. And I was coining to them for a cargo of sugar
in the hope of the crop having been good and of the
freights being high.
Mr. Burns, my chief mate, made out the land first;
and very soon I became entranced by this blue, pin-
nacled apparition, almost transparent against the light
of the sky, a mere emanation, the astral body of an
island risen to greet me from afar. It is a rare phe-
nomenon, such a sight of the Pearl at sixty miles oS.
And I wondered half seriously whether it was a good
omen, whether what would meet me in that island would
be as luckily exceptional as this beautiful, dreamlike
vision so very few seamen have been privileged to be-
hold.
But horrid thoughts of business interfered m& my